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ring in her voice; the shameless, maternal abundance of her flesh.
Wazemmes had never asked himself very insistently what his type of woman was. He realised that this type suited him well enough. In his earlier day-dreams, when he imagined himseif caressing, possessing a woman, or, rather, being caressed by her; at night, when he had dreams of delight-was it a woman thin, pale, delicate whom he evoked ? Did he not summon to him forms as plenteous as hers, with eyes, lips, like hers ? The laundress in the rue Rochechouart was rather plump, too.
Not that he was ready, all the same, to deny the ideal of a woman quite different: slim, fait, almost fragile, with blue eyes of tragic purity and an aureole of celestial spaces about her - a figure which he had doubtless never seen, but which he owed to his reading of novelettes, to advertisements, to the covers of cigarette-paper packets, to street-songs, and perhaps to the Nordic blood which ran in him.
How was all this to be reconciled ? When he went to his rendezvous with the kdy, would he be making a definite choice ? Was he renouncing, once and for all, that fine, fair phantom whom he felt that he would need when his heart was touched by poetry ? Happily the world of love is as wide as the heart itself.